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reproaches that Foxley ordered him to be gagged. It was
clear to Rashleigh that torture had numbed the fellow's
senses, for he was watching with dull eyes the other bush-
rangers plaiting a cord of stout vines, saw one of them climb
a selected tree and fasten one end of the rope round a limb
twelve feet from the ground, without seeming to compre-
hend that these activities had any connection with his doom.
It was not until the running noose was made, and a pile of
logs set up immediately underneath, that his dulled wits
functioned. He suddenly began to struggle with his bonds,
and gnashed his teeth upon the securely tied gag-stick,
muttering incoherently, his eyes rolling and glaring with
rage. The bonds held, and the gag would not be bitten
through,
Foxley, having assured himself that everything was in
readiness for the final act of his play of ruthless vengeance,
caught at O'Leary and began to drag him towards the im-
provised gallows; but the prisoner flung himself to the
ground and struggled so formidably, despite his bonds, that
it was all that Foxley and Smith between them could do to
lift him to the pile of logs which were to be his last stance on
earth. His struggles resulted in the pile of logs collapsing;
but there was little strength left in the frenzied man?s frame.
The noose was fastened around his neck, and Foxley, taking
him bodily in his arms, lifted him on to the falling logs,
ordered his confederates to tauten the rope, and then flung
the traitor's body from him with a savage gesture* O'Leary
swung to and fro, his limbs twitching and jerking in a fashion
which turned Rashleigh sick. He had forgotten the at-
tempted treachery which had caused the scene; he saw only
a fellow-man suffering eternities of unnecessary, diabolical
agony. Somehow he could not tear his gaze away from that
twitching, convulsed, grotesque body, and the staring,
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